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HE
CHAFFER XXm Continued.

"Who are your people?"a$ked Bart-
lett to gam time. He must make a
plan to separate Billy from this impe-
cunious suitor. Authority, was useless.
He must use act, finesse.

"My father was a minister," returned
the Watermelon. "Yours was a grocer.
Billy told me. Families don't count in
America." '

Bartlett nodded agreement "Why
"did you become a tramp?"

."Through inclination, not the whisky
kottle. Not that I am above getting
'full once in a Uhile, 'cause I ain't. Just,
I'm not a drunkard. See? didn't
keep on losing jobs through drink and
finally had to take to the' road because
I was a bum. I took to tramping be-

cause I hate to work. It takes too
much of your time. An office is like
a orison to me. A man loses his soul
when he stays all day bent over a desk.
Heisn't a man. He's sort of
pianola to a desk, that's alL There's a
lot of things to think about that you
can't in an office. I wanted to think and
so I took to tramping. Besides, I don't
like work."

"Lazy "
"Yes," snapped the Watermelon,

"but a man. I love your Billy my
Billjvand I can work for her."

Bartlett nodded indifferently, hardly
hearing what the other said. He
frowned thoughtfully at the floor as he
pondered the situation. If he objected
to the youth in Billy's presence, she
would stand up for him, all her love
would be aroused to arms and she
would see no wrong in her hero. If
the fellow, snapped his fingers, she
would run away with him. What did
Billy, tender, gently-guard- Billy,
know of tramps, of the rough, unhappy
side of existence? Nothinc. But if
she caught a glimpse of it with her
own eyes, saw this lover ci hers in his
true light dirty, drunk, disreputable, the
shock would kill her love utterly and
Bartlett would not have to use that
authority of his which was no author-
ity, which Billy would re'fuse to obey.
She had been free too long for any
one to govern her now. The only per-

son who could effectually break the un-

fortunate tangle was the Watermelon
himself. Bartlett glanced at the gloomy
face beside him and read it as he had
grown u.ed to reading men and events.

The Watermelon was young, hardly
older than Billy; he was desperately in
love, with a loe that was pure and
true and generous. He was thinking of
Billy and not of himself. His opposi-
tion to Bartlett was merely the anger
aroused by Bartlett's sneers. He was
in reality filled with humility and

to a degree tliat he would do
anything to kill the love Billy here for
him, knowing with his man's knowledge
that he was not worthy ot her, ana
longing with his youth and love to sac-
rifice himself for her best good, seeing
through joung, unhappy eyes, only the
cast, his own shame and profession.
Forgetting the possibilities of the fu-

ture, he had irone to the extreme of
g. The one thing he saw

was his past that past that was wholly
unfit 'for Billy. It blocked the entire
view, crushed him with the weight of in-

exorable facts. To the young there arc
but two colors, black and white, and the
Watermelon was very young. Bartlett
looked at him keenly and decided that
his plan would work, that he would not
have to take a last desperate and inef-
fectual stand against Billy.

"See here. In August we are going
to our place in Westhaven. It's a small
town in this State, tip the coast away
north of Portland. Come to her there
at the end of August, come as vou are,
a tramp, dirty, shabby, drun

"I don't drink, not "as the others do."
"Come drunk. Let her understand

what being a tramp means, what your
life has been. If she still wants you,
I hardly see how I can stop her. That's
only fair, for what does she know about
vou and your life? You know all about
her, what she has done and been and
is going to do. Leave her now, this
evening. Go on being a tramp and then
come to her. at the last of August.
Come as a tramp, mind. Don't let her
think that it is a test she is being put
to or she will only laugh at it and us
and go on wanting you just the same,
scorning to be tested, to think that her
love could fail. Give her some other
excuse for your going. You must see
that it is only fair to the little girl to
let her see what she is up against"

"Yes, I see. I tried to tell her,"
agreed the Watermelon gloomily.

"If she loves you through it all, she
can have you, and I suppose I will have
to consent I can afford a penniless
son-in-la- and I guess an American
tramp is preferable to a European
noble."

"I won't be penniless," said the Wa-
termelon. "I could work like a nigger
'for a month and own forty dollars,
thirtv of which I would owe for board."

"That's just it," declared Bartlett
promptly. "Yon can't support Billy in
the way sne is used to being supported,
can't give her the things that have be-
come necessities to her."

"I can support her in my own way,"
said the Watermelon, trying to reason
down his own benumbing repentence
and humiliation as well as to convince
Bartlett of that which he himself knew
to be all wrong.

"But that isn't Billy's way. You
couldn't give her a servant for in-

stance, and servants to Billy are like
chairs to some people, absolutely neces-
sary."

"We love each other," said the Wa-
termelon simply. ,

"That's all right But you can't al-

ways be sure your love is like elastic
and stretchable. Come as a tramp and-- I

will give my consent" Bartlett grew
bold, positively convinced that Billy
could no longer care when she had
once seen the drunken sot promised
as he had .grown used to, doing on the
Street to do that which he knew he
would not have to do. I will give my
consent if Billy still can care. I know
that Billy would be a lot happier with
my consent too, than without it For,
though the modern child has no respect
for her parent's authority, she likes to
have her wedding peaceful and conven-
tional."

"Can I say good-b- y to her?"
"Yes. but I trust you jiot to let her

know that she is to be put to a test
If you love her, you can see that I am
right"

"Yes," said the Watermelon. "I love
her and will not let her know."

He straightened up and pushed his
hat farther back, with the slow, inbred
languor of the thoroughly lazv man. "I
loveBilly, and that is why I consent
I tried to make her understand what
I am, have been, but I couldn't" He
took a handful of bean from a near-fa- r
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is
his fingers., "I suppose she will give
me the double cross."

"I- - hope so," answered Bartlett "I'm
not very particular, but. a tramp"

"A gentleman pedestrian," suggested
the Watermelon, with a faint flicked of
bts usual sublime, arrogance.

Bartlett laughed and held out his
hand. "Well, good-b- y. I've enjoyed the
week immensely, for all this rotten end
ing, lhat scurvy tnck of yours

"Of touts," corrected thee Water
melon. -

"Yes, yes, I suppose so. I hope that
Henrietta won't ever know. Do' you
think Billy does?"

"Billy isn't as simple as you think,"
returned the Watermelon.

"What did she say?"
" 'Father suggested the trip and he

telegraphed after dinner.' or something
like that"

You didn't tell her it was my plan?
begged Bartlett "I have to go on liv-
ing with her."

"No, I didn't tell her, but she's next
to the fact"

"I will speak to her," said Bartlett
hastily. "I wouldn't like Henrietta to
find put about it Billy has wanted a
motor boat for some time. I may give
her one."

They walked slowly toward the door
and once more shook hands.

"I would gladly have given the thou-
sands I have lost to have you Batchelor,
boy," said Bartlett gently.

"Aw. thanks," said the Watermelon.
"Tell the others I will be around

when I have sent another telegram."
The Watermelon found Billy sitting

on the steps of the only hotel in town.
It was a big, square, uncompromising
affair, blank and unattractive, and Billv
alone on the top step, looked somehow
small and torlom and childlike, the
Watermelon sat down beside her.

"W here s Henrietta?" he asked, ig
noring her eyes and the Question they
asked.

"Up stairs," said Billy, "fixing up."
She raised her hands to her own soft
hair and bit her lip to get up courage
to voice the question her eyes had al
ready asked.

"Where's the general?" asked the
Watermelon.

Billy nodded backward. "In the of-
fice, trying to convert the landlord. The
landlord's a democrat, you know."

"Come and walk down the road with
me a bit?" asked the Watermelon. He
rose and held out his hand to help
her up.

Billy rose with a trembling laugh
that failed miserably in its manifest
attempt to be brave.

It was late afternoon, sweet and cool
as they left the village behind. The
deep quiet of the last of the day was
over helds and woods and road, the
heat and strenuous business of the
morning done. Cows were slowlv me
andering across the pastures to the
familiar bars, empty teams rattled by
on the way home, the driver humped
contentedly over the reins, thinking of
the day's bargains and of the supper
waiting for him. The shadows were
lengthening, long and graceful across
the village green.

Neither Billy nor the Watermelon
spoke until they had left the village
some little way behind and had come
to lour cross-road- s with the usual small
dingy schoolhouse. door locked, dirty
windows closed for the summer and
shabby, faded blinds drawn.

Billy knew from the Watermelon's
face that the interview with her father
had been far from satisfactory. She
feared that the Watermelon has not
"stood up" for himself, that her speak
ing to her father that morning had not
helped matters as she had hoped it
would. She tried to think of something
to say that would influence the boy,
something she could do to show him
how she cared, so he would not think
of leaving her. The Watermelon was
silent for, now that the hour of parting
had come, he did not know what to say,
could net bring himself to leave her.
gav. foolish, light-heart- uilly.

He. however, was the first to speak..
the schoolhouse recalled miserable
days of long dull confinement, and he
nodded toward it. pausing in the grass
by the wayside. "A standing monu-
ment," said he. "to buried freedom."

"I never went to school," said Billy.
"It must be awful."

"Awful," the Watermelon shrugged.
"It's taken ten jears from my life.
Schools should be abolished."

They sat down on the tiny, weather- -
stained step, side by side, in the gather-
ing dusk.

"Billy," began the Watermelon ear-
nestly, and then stopped.

Poor little Billy's heart fluttered and
she put her hand to her hair in her ner
vousness. "You know," she said firmly,
irrelevantly, I love you, Jerry.

"I know, dear." replied the Water
melon. "And I love you. No matter
where I am, Billy, no matter what hap-
pens, you are the best in me and I
will keep you best. I'm shiftless, lazy,
no 'count but Billy, kid. I'll always
love you."

"And we will get married and live
happily ever after," crooned Billy.

"I'm going away Billy, back
to the road.

"Oh. Jerry, please, dear. If father
knew how much I care "

"No, Billy, your father's right He
said to give you time; for me to go
away for a while and maybe you would
get over it"

"And if I did," demanded Billy, "if
I loved another, wouldn't you be jeal-
ous? Wouldn't you kill that other.
Jeroboam Martin? She clenched her
small hst and pounded him on the knee
to emphasize 'the passion in her voice.

If lie were a decent chap stam
mered the Watermelon, "it would be
better for you.

"It's terrible. interrupted Billy,
"when the girl has to do all the lov-
ing." She pushed the hair out of her
hot face and stared angrily before her,
across the road.

"You onlv love me, but I love you.
See the difference?" asked the Water-melon- ?!

"It's simply impossible for your
love to be as great as mine for that
reason. Your father said J could come
to you the last of .August at Westhaven,
and. I'm coming, Billy."

"And then we can many", did father
say that?" asked Billy, turning to him.

"XI you care still," muttered the Wa-
termelon. ' '

"Care." Billy laughed the contrary to
merry scorn. "Care? Why, Jeroboam
Martin, when will I not care?"

The Watermelon flushed and rose as
the wisest course under the circum-
stances. "I'm off. Say good-b- y to the
others for me. will vou. Billv?''

"You Will W my knight,"" whispered
Billv. "And I will be votir laitv nA
no knight ever went back on his lady,
yet Jeroboam."

"jrouve rot a darned Door latiaht."
grunted the Watermelon. Suddenly

barrels and let them run slowly through 'he turned and'eaught her in his arms,
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rdragging her to him and forcing her
neaa to see into ner eyes, tuny, tsuiy,
he cried, "will you be frue to me, for
ever and for ever, no matter what hap-
pens, no matter what I do? Could you,
will you love me always?"

"Always, always." whispered Billy.
"Dirty, drunk?" '
"Dirty and drunk, and sick and al-

ways," promised Billy. "Only you
won't, drink, because I love you.

"Love never yet stood between a
man. and the whisky bottle," sneered the
Watermelon. "You don't know men,
kid."

He let her. go and turned away with
a snamed laugn. "Uood-by- . Billy."
- "Good-b- y. Jerry." replied Billv. fright
ened at she knew not what, realizing
tnat there were after all things in men s
lives of which she knew nothing. ,She
walked with him to the 'fence and
watched him swing, over it.

"Cross-cut- s for me," he explained,
holding out his hand. She placed hers
in it and crushed her small fingers
until they hurt, then turning abruptly,
left her there among the brambles,
watching him across the bars.

CHAPTEE XXIV.

The Poet or Poodle.
HE day was unusually hot for
late August in Maine. The grass
was brown and dry, the leaves

hung limply on the trees and the dust
in the roads was ankle deep. No breeze
came from the sea, while the sails of
the pleasure boats drooped in warm
dejection. Every had sought shel

from the sun, and wharfs, streets,
and houses of the small seaport town
appeared deserted.

Bartlett had taken himself off to the
dim seclusion o'f the house, where he
lounged with windows opened, blinds
drawn and a small table of cooling bev
erages near at hand. The heat, the
drowsy, shrill hum. of the crickets and
the muffled, monotonous' roar of the sea
had a soothing influence and Bartlett
let his book fall from his hand's and
slept, stretched at ease in the steamer
chair. A door gently opening and soft-
ly shutting aroused him. He sat up,
yawned and grunted.

"Hello," drawled a voice, slow, in-

different, familiar.
Bartlett recalled a week in June,

when, with rare credulity, he had kid-
naped a stranger ahd had discovered
that he had been the in truth to
be kidnapped. He turned his head and
saw the Watermelon crossing the room.
He knew that It was the boy by the size
of the shoulders and the grace of the
long limbs, but the thin, good-nature- d

face' was covered with a month's growth
of light hair, the brown suit with the
pale green and red stripe was a suit
no longer, merely a bundle of rags.
The shirt was opened at the throat,
without a tie or button, while the Pan
ama was shapeless and colorless, but
worn with the familiar jaunty ease.

"Ah," said Bartlett "Jeroboam Mar-
tin."

He smiled as who meets an old
and congenial "friend, for Jeroboam
Martin had shown a fine! capability 'for
getting out of a tight place and carry-
ing through a desired project with suc-
cess and nerve, and Bartlett had grown
to like the lad.

"Am I bum enough?" asked the Wa-
termelon, with no answering smile.
When one has come to ten love, life
is too grim lor smiles.

"You are fairly dirty and shabby,'
agreed Bartlett. "You look thin."

"I have had hard luck," said the Wa
termelon. "How's Billy?

Pretty well, thanks.'
"Expecting me?" asked the Water

melon, taking off his hat and gently
patting his back hair as he had a way
ot doing.

Bartlett nodded. "Yes, but not
as you are."

"It's tough on the little girl." mut-
tered the Watermelon. He sank into
a chair and stretched out his long legs
with the weather-straine- d trousers and
dirty, broken shoes. "Oh, mamma, I'm
tired. Been hooting it since sun-u- p yes-
terday with hardly a stop, I wanted
to see the kid so."

"Well, go and get drunk," returned
Bartlett "And then you sec her."

The Watermelon frowned. "See here.
I don't drink, necessarily. I'm not a
brand to be plucked from the burning.
a sheep strayed from the fold. The
whisky bottle wasn t my undoing and
didn't make me take to the highway.
I'm not fallen. I was always down. I
guess. I hate work; I hate worry and
trouble, slaving like a Swede all day
for just enough money to be an ever-
lasting cheap guy. I like leisure and
time to develop my own soul." He
waved his. hand in airy imitation of
James.

"That's all right" said Bartlett "But
get drunk. If she can stand you soused
she can stand jou sober. She has got
to know what she's getting, if she de-
cides to take you after all.

The Watermelon's tired face irrew a
Kbit whiter under the tan and beard. He

shrugged hopelessly and rose. "All
right, if you say so. I hope to hell it
will kill her Jove on the spot and she
won't suffer 'for it afterward. I sup-
pose it will." .He started for the door
and paused, hand on the knob.
"Shall I have it on you?" he asked
with a smile. "I'm broke."

Bartlett tossed him a bill. "Is that
enough i

"Yes." said the Watermelon and
slipped it into his pocket.

"Have one with me before vou go,"
said Bartlett, pushing a glass "and the
bottle across the table.

The Watermelon filled his glass and
raised it "To Billy," said he.

"To Billy's happiness," amended
Bartlett

Maine is a prohibition State, but
the Watermelon had been there before
and knew just where and how to obtain
what he was looking for. With the
bottle in his pocket he sought the beach
and made his way up it to some seclud-
ed place where he could drink in peace
and out of the heat of the sun. A sea-
gull flew wheeling gracefully by to the
umam ains, inc waves, long, purring.
foam-Hecke- d, ran indolently up the
gleaming sands, broke with jl gurgling
spiasn oi seaweed ana tumbled stones
and ran back to meet the next nne The
ocean stretched limitless before. him and
Denina rose tne rocks, hiding him com-
pletely from the sight of land. Whh
a grunt of1 dissatisfaction, he ,u rlnwn
and drew the cork of the whisky bot- -

As the daV advanced, mn eren
around .the headland until it streamed
unchecked ' noon the Watermelon,
sprawled, drunk, and warm and dirty
in the lee of the rocks. The mmMii
heat of the sun and the "poison he had
u. u., vuicu vj tounesy. wmsky, grew

V

.s' :.:

he

the

one
ter

one

one

can

one

the

'A --," 'v?v -

iJ&S3fr

unbearable, and he rose in drunken
majesty tofind some cooler place. The
sun would, soon 'hate thrown long shad-
ows on the beach, but the Watermelon
could not waif 'for that. He -- must get
cool at once, 'and in the" waves splash-
ing, gurgling, laughing, breaking at his
veryfeet,he found a suggestion. Where
could one get cool if not in the sea it-

self? A steam yacht far away like a
streak-o- f white, was seen creeping slow-
ly landward, but the Watermelon did
not trouble, about such a thing. He be
gan to undress, solemnly, .stubbornly,
witn tne one thought to get cool.

The yacht. Mary Gloucester, was a
gay little bark, all ivory white and shin-
ing brass work. A brightly striped
awning covered the 'deck, there were
large, comfortable chairs, with many--
coiored pillows and ribbons and chintz,
and daintily arranged tables to assuage
one's' thirst and offer cooling bodily
comiort on a not day.

The Mary Gloucester was named
after a poem of Kipling's, and her" own-
er was explaining this fact, ensconced
gracefully, if solidly, in a many-cushion-

chair, her feet a bit awkwardly
on the rest before her. a fan in one
hand and a small, fat white, woolly dog
on her lap, his 'fore feet on the railing,
his mouth open and his tiny red tongue
flapping moistly from between his teeth.

"Whom do you love the more." ask
ed Bertie Van Baalen, "Kipling or this
angel child?" and Bertie sought to pull
one fluffy white ear near his hand. But
the little dog snarled angrily"1- - and
snapped sharply at the hastily with-
drawn fingers.

"Ah, the duckems, naughty man
shan't tease him." crooned the lady.
slapping at Bertie with the fan. while
the little dog turned again to the sea.

"Yes, indeed, Mrs. Armitage," said
Henry Bliven solemnly. 'Tell us truth-
fully, whom do love the better.
Kipling or the blessed duckems ? ,

"Do not "hesitate or seek to spare
either of their feelings." urged Bertie.

Mrs. Armitage laughed, fat, content-
ed, nlariit "Oh vnu i!K- - Imvc mm
paring a poet and a J, a blessed little?
doggie.

"I know it's hard on the dog," agreed
Henry, gracefully launching a smoke
wreath upward from his fat red lips,
moist like a baby's. "No dog would
care to be compared with a thing so far
beneath him as a poet, but all the same,
are you a sport or an intellect?"

"An intellect?" questioned the lady,
wrinkling her brows and gazing puzzled
at the youth in the chair beside her.

Are you, m other words, explained
Henry, "of intellectual or snorting ten
dencies ?"

"Think." warned Bertie, "before you
answer. Kipling, a great poet author
of sentiments that will stir mankind
for all ages, sentiments that will en-
noble, strengthen "

"Do you know," confessed the widow
with the gleeful naivete of a child, "I
like Kipling because he's so bad. He
says such wicked things." She nodded
and glanced audaciously from one youth
to the other.

Henry reached wearily for his glass
on the table beside him and Bertie Van
Baalen sighed heavily. "You women!
You make us bad. Don't jou know
you do? You want us bad. so we are

anything to pleae you beauteous
creatures."

I don't want you men bad. iust
poets explained the widow, fanning
nerselt slowly, cheerfully.

ncnry waca me digression aside.
Now. tell us frankly, black and blue.

cross your heart, do you prefer a small,
dyspeptic, overfed, snapping bundle of
cotton wool which is. for the sake of
euphemism, called a dog. to one of the
greatest minds of the day?"

"Yes." said Bertie. "Suppose we sat
here now, and you had the blessed an-
gel, mother's pet, and one volume of
Kipling complete, the only book of his
in the world, and the only one' there
could ever be, the only book in which
we could hand on to our children and
our children's children such sublime
thoughts, the only book, mind ou. and
if you had to throw one or the other!

5.?"

or 'the greatest' poet of modern times,
which1 would it be?" 3 i

"If I threw my blessed pet over,
would you go after him, Bertie?" de-
manded the widow, -- to whose 'mind a
question of grave import had. just pre-
sented itself. "Henry, would you? You
know how I love my; dainty little kitty
kit would you save him from cruel
death .for me? For my sake."

"No harm.". said Henrv with feeling.
"shall befall the angel child while I
live to protect it her him."

"For your sake," said Bertie, "I
wouia aie.

"Then," said the widow placidly, "I
would sacrifice my own for the sake of
posterity. For you would rescue him
for me and you wouldn't an old book."
. "Ah, no,"protested Bertie, "that was
not our "proposition. Neither the book
nor the latest thing in worsted "

There was a splash, a gurgle and a
horrified scream from the widow, as
with a sudden lurch of the boat, the
little dog lost his balance and fell over-
board.

"Oh, my precious, my lamb," cried
the widow. 'Bertie, save him for me."

Yes, yes," declared Bertie, hanking
over the rail and watching the strug-
gling dog in the water below. "Yes,

c., cerxainiy.
"Henry." pleaded the widow. "If

you love me "
, "Trust me," said Henry soothingly.

":." 'vm "i sdusiaciion in nis
mild blue eyes. "I will have the boat
stopped."

The widow's daughter and ehaoeron
appeared in the companionway, flushed
anu Hcepy. .Mamma, wnat is the

Caroline, my nrecions lamh" and
the widow motioned dramatically sea- -
waiu. nenry. you said

"I will." said Henry. "I will have
the boat stopped."

"I will do that" cried the widow,
"lou jump overboard and save him."

Caroline yawned and raised her so'ft
white hands to her tumbled hair. "Do
save him. Bertie, I'm not equal to the
task of comforting mamma, just now."

Bertie looked at his immaculate yacht
ing clothes and hesitated.

"Ah, jou do not love me," cried the
widow. "Oh, my baby, my own."

I love you so," said Bertie solemn-
ly. "I refuse to leave you in your grief
even for a moment."

A long white arm shot over the crest
of a tumbled wave and was followed by
a man's head and long, thin body. The
man swam well and quickly and was
making straight for the now swimming
aog.

"A rescue, a rescue." cried Henrv
and added softly to himself, "Oh, pop- -

:

CHAPTEE XXV.

Aa He Said He Would.
HE widow leaned far over the
side. "Oh," said she, "the man
is naked."

"As truth," agreed Bertie. "You
might retire, you know."

"I won't look," promised the widow,
turning her back and peering over her
shoulder. "But- - is he near my lamb
now. Will he, can he save him?"

"Unfortunately, yes, mamma," said
Caroline

Bertie and Henry leaned over the rail
and watched the rescue, the long, easy
strokes of the swjmmer and the amuse-
ment on his face as a wate carried
the struggling dog within reach and
he grabbed the little woolly back.

"Saved!" cried Bertie, and turned
just in time to grab Mrs. Armitage,
who was also turning to see over the
rail, by her tat shoulders and whirl
her around again. "Safe, dear lady.
but look the other way. Our hero is
clothed in the seatoam and his own
nobility, nothing else.

Henri' was already disappearing dawn
the companionway. the yacht was siod- -
ping and the crew standing by en' the
lower deck to lend assistance to res
cued and rescuer.

the evening was warm and sultry.
overboard, a piece of sticking plaster What little breeze there had been dur--
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ing the day had gone down with the
sun, while the' ocean heaved and moan-

ed in long, green swells and ran so'ftly

whispering up the beach and splashed
against the rocks with hardly a flake
of foam. The sun, "sinking behind the
hills, cast long orange and pink streaks
across the waves, and turned the small
white clouds overhead a dainty, rosy
mass of drifting color.

Bartlett ahd Billy strolled down the
winding street of the little seaside town
out on the pier and stood idly waiting
for the evening mailboatto arrive. Hen-
rietta and the general were coming on
the evening boat to spend the autumn
in a small cottage which the general
was pleased to call his "shooting-box.- "

But Bartlett's pleasure at seeing Henri-
etta once more was mingled with worry
and uneasiness over Billy and the Wa-
termelon. He smoked thoughtfully
and watched Billy warily, tenderly. She
leaned against a pile and gazed over
the vast unrest of the ocean to the
distant horizon, with dreaming, unfath-
omable eyes. Bartlett knew of whom
she was thinking, whom watting for
more and more eagerly every day now
as August drew to a close and still he
did not come. But this evening he had
come, he was in the same neighborhood,
drunk and probably hungry- - When
they met, as they must and that shortly,
would he make a scene, become loud-

mouthed, foul, abusive? It would be
hard on Billy, and Bartlett wished vain-

ly that he could spare her. But it was
best that she should know, should un-

derstand fully and with a sudden quick
cut it would be over with, the June
madness when one is young and pretty
and care-fre-e. Billy would read her
folly in the bleared eyes of a shfftless
fool. Yet the boy was clever in get-
ting out of a tight place, and Bartlett
admired cleverness intensely, not being
slow himself when it came to a hard
bargain. The boy had gentle blood in
his veins, too, mores the pity, it was
simply a case of a good family gone
to seed. Poor little Billy and her pupy
love! A most unfortunate affair, the
whole mistaken, unhappy business!

There comes the --Mary Oloucester,
said Billy, breaking into his thoughts.
She nodded toward the yacht, steam-
ing majestically around the headland.
pennons gayly waving and the bright
awning a splash of color in the after
glow.

the .Mary Gloucester, chuckled
Bartlett "That woman hasn't the sense
of her uglv little poodle dog."

"I know.'' said Billy, "that is why I
have always been so afraid of her?"

"Why afraid of her?"
"For a mother." explained Billy un-

fortunately, but characteristically saying
the wrong thing.

Bartlett flushed. "You just admitted
that she was a fool. Do you think I
would marry that kind o'f a woman?"

"Men always do," said Billy, "A
fool's bad enough, but a fool and money
are simply irresistible."

"You know too much for your age,"
said Bartlett coldly.

"I don't exactly know it," blundered
Billy. "I just see it"

"Billy, have you ever seen me "
"Yes. father. That night in the pa-

vilion at the Ainslevs' "
"That will do. Billy"
Billy was hurt. "I don't mean to be

nasty, . er; but you asked me "

T'i comes the mail boat inter- -
rupte ' Bartlett firmly.

Bill 1 oked at it and sighed. It was
the last of August and Jeroboam Mar
tin had not come. Had he forgotten
in two short months?

Bartlett laid his hand tenderly on
her shoulder. "Forget him, girlie. He's
not worthy of you."

"He said he would come," whispered
Billv.

"ff he doesn't dear, you have me.
We have stood together through ev-

erything for eighteen years and will
stand, still, eh. Billy?"

Billy bent her head and rubbed her
cheek against the toand on her shoulder
with a half laugh and a half sob.

With the first sight of the smoke on
the horizon, heralding the approach of
the principal event of the day, the ar-
rival of the evening mail, a crowd had
begun to gather, the usual motley crowd
of a summer recrt on the coast. I owns-peop- lc

hung indifferently on the out-
skirts, while the summer visitors, in
dainty dresses and baggy trousers, sun-
burnt, jovial, indefatigable, pressed to
the front The hum of talk and laugh-
ter grew as the crowd grew, good-nature-

meaningless chatter. The sight
of the Marv Gloucester, steaming grace
fully into port, was greeted with a gay
flutter of handkerchiefs and straw hats.
and Billy and Bartlett standing where
the yacht would dock, were soon the
center of the laughing, merry crowd,
ready and eager to welcome home the
stout widow, her unfortunate chaperon
and the two "supplements," as a vil-

lage wag called the fat Henry and the
slim Bertie.

As the yacht drew near, the widow's
corpulent form was seen by the rail,
on one side a tall youth, and on the
other, two, side by side and apparently
in no very good humor.

"Three, by George." cried Blatts. a
prosperous brewer from Milwaukee.
"She left here with two and returns
with three. Where did she get him,
Bartlett?"

But Bartlett did not answer, did not
hear. The gangplank .had been lower-
ed and he was watching in numb fas-
cination, the tall youth wajking beside
the widow, her ridiculous dog in his
arms. It was Jeroboam Martin in an
immaculate white suit of Bertie's. His
hat was off and his hair, after the swim,
gleamed soft and yellow. For the sake
of the widow upon whose boat he found
himself, he had shaved as well as he
could with Henry's razor, and while his
cheeks were smooth enough, he still
wore a small vcllow mustache and goa-
tee. Both were brushed until they
shone like ms hair and they lent a fas-
cinating and distinctly foreign air to
his long, thin, clever face. In his arms
was the little dog with its enormous
bow of sky-blu- e ribbon.

Bartlet wondered if he were going
mad and seeing things that were not
so. At two, or thereabouts, he had seen
Martin, dirty, shabby, tired, and had
given him money on which to get drunk.
At seven, a yacht which had not been
in Westhaven for over a week, care-
fully deposits the clean, fresh,

well-dress- at his very side. Was he
mad?

Billy, too, had seen, but did not won
der, she knew he was a tramp, for he
had said he was. but she never thought
of him or pictured ihim other than d,

well-care- d 'for, gently blase and
a bit languid. She looked at him now
over the heads of the intervening crowd
and her heart did not question how.. theeaae. .f all k. .e. I.ete4 I. caaecttm .wit. tae rer of he came there, only rushed out to hint

2?". Jl!? "?M? .. ,lT.tlmttom farto taeallcsc ew with the gladness in her eyes, the joy-- "
!" tkOuw Tifc P.Ue'Derte.t. , . J ous smile on her parted lips. He hid '

said, he would come, and there-h- e

she did not question. Theit
eyes met over the heads o'f the people,
eager questioning, in his, joyous answer
in ncrs.

Hastilv he drotmeit the mm rati. th.
sky-bl- bow upon the wharf, among
the plebeian feet there atsemhled anil
reaching Billy's side through the crowd,
grabbed both small bands and stood,
laughing down at her.''" he whispered. "Oh. jcaBilly.

There was, there must he some ex-
planation, Bartlett told himself desper-attl- y.

It could not be that-thi- s. was
not Martin? Bartlett had not slept
With the VOUth fnr nearlv n weelr with
out being pretty familiar with the long
iir. uuu, mc mm, careless lace. Ana
IS Was CQUallv inrooihle that the for
lorn piece of humanity who had stood
that afternoon in the rfraivinff-rnn-m

and inquired for Billy was not Martin.
iney were one and the same and once
more he and Billy had met on equal
footing. To ask the boy arain to art
drunk was an absurdity.

"I suppose I can give him a job whera
he won't have much more to do thanr
draw his pay," thought Bartlett, hope--'
lessly, dazedly.

The Watermelon dropped Billy
hands and turned to her father in well-br- ed

greeting, but their eyes met and
in the Watermelon's was grim defiance.
He had seen Billy again and nothing
could part them now. All his humility
and repentence had gone, and in their
place was his old-tim- e arrogance and
sublime Fate in the
form of a little white dog had brought
him and Billy together again, with the
Watermelon, still clean, still d,

and to all outward aDoearances tha
same as the other gay youths o'f Billy's
acquaintance. With head up. jaw shut,
he scorned to lower himself for any
one. He would prove himself worthy,
not unworthy of Billy. Out of his re-
pentance had grown his manhood. Ho
was no nameless hobo of the great army
of the unemolo-ed- . He wa Tern--
boam Martin, son of the late Reverend
Mr. Martin, in temporary financial em- --

barrassment that could be soon reme-
died. He would work for Billy and
they would be happy on his wages. He
drew himself up and held out his hand,!
Bartlett could take it or not as he,
pleased. The Watermelon had sought
or desired no man's favor, and Jero- -'
boam Martin would not stoop to do so.'

For one second the two stared at each'
other grimly, square jaws shut, lips un-- J

smiling, then Bartlett's hand, shot forth'
and he clasped the Watermelon's.

"Ah, Martin," said he, "how are yoiv1
boy?" i

And still holding him by the hand.'1
he patted the Watermelon on his arm;
jovially. After all cc liked Te boyj
and right or wrong, wise or foolish,-fat-

was against any ether action, fate,'
in the form of a poodle
"sg.

The Watermelon rested his arm ott
Bartlett's shoulder with boyish affec-
tion. "Say, Bartlett" said he in a lowr
voice. "I got drunk, honest to rights.
But it was so blamed hot; I cooled off
in the ocean before I knew what I
was about and that sobered me up
agam. I hen I saw something fall from
the yacht and I thought it was a kid
from the noise they were making, not
just a pup. I swam out to help and of
course they hauled me on board, and
now- - the widow is planning to marry;
me.

Bartlett roared. "Say, boy. er er
maybe you need a loan until I can sed
about that job for you."

Once more their eyes met and this
time in complete and tender accord.

"You're all right" whispered the Wa-
termelon, his face softening. "And don't
ou worry about Billy," he added, "111

take care of her."
THE EXIX

Vmc for Old "Vewapapera.
FVrrc th Xattrad Beriew.

In the customs statistics of Xewchan
for 1911 there appears as a separate Item,
under the heading of paper an importa-
tion of 4.!11,$T2 pounds of old newspapers
valued at JT1.US. This Is a new feature.
These old newspapers, which appeal!
to be mostly British, are In extensive d
mand In the Xewchan? district for waH
paper for native houses and cottages.
Apart from this new development, tha
Importation of forejfm paper was som-e-

wiiat less in value, though more In bulk- -
than In 1910. but the difference Is fan
more than balanced by a largely in
creased Importation of paper of native
manufacture. The local Chinese news-
papers have enormously Increased thein.
circulation during the year. This Is doubt-
less the reason for a greatly enhanced?
demand for printing paper, both of m.
tlve and of foreign make of cheap quality

CREAM, MILK

MD

TYPHOID, Etc.

Manr rpidnnic-- of bare tea trsetd
to raw milk. (Kcbcr.)

In tb typhoid of CukI tn 19Bi

(ott 300 cases within D days), oalx them
who drank raw milk ctatracted tne diseaae.
(Hetormavm.)

3.
In hospitals where a rfuree wmj mads from

raw to properly paafeurifd milk typhoid con-

ditions immediately improred and th nor
tality rate decreased. (Ed sail.)

4.
Tjphoid la less frequent in countries when

little raw milk la used. (Berlicer.)

S
It has been found that anion? patrons1 of

dairies Mirpijins properly pasteurized milk
ted mam tarro occur but very few cases of
tjrhmd. (Roaenau.)

t
Dbease perms rle with er clinc to tbw

cream, which contains at least tweirt timts
as many bacteria per Totume as the whole
milk from which it was separated. (Schrot
dcr.)

T.

In Japan where little cows" milk la used
scarlet fertr Is practically unknown, (Ban.)

S.

Milk trusts and others hiTe spread the re-
ports that pasteurizing was harmful. AM
sanitarians hare often disproved this. Chil-
dren and persons In a rundown oondirioo
should not dnnk raw milk and cream; it la
rarely safe to do so.

5.
Properly pasteurizicc means heatlnc ta 1)9

decrees Fahrenheit for twenty minutes. Home
l.teiirUing is just as efficient. Commercial
pasteurization is unreliable.

MORAL;
Ether buy only properly paitenrized milk

and cream or e it by brinjlnf
It to near boiUuc. then cool and keep cold

Soetetj for Prertnlioi of Sick-flit-s

. BEItLINEB. Secretary.
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